The Next Morning by Whalen, Tom
© Providence College 
 
The author(s) permits users to copy, distribute, display, and perform this work under the following 
conditions: (1) the original author(s) must be given proper attribution; (2) this work may not be 
used for commercial purposes; (3) the users may not alter, transform, or build upon this work; (4) 
users must make the license terms of this work clearly known for any reuse or distribution of this 
work. Upon request, as holder of this work’s copyright, the author(s) may waive any or all of these 
conditions. 
 
The Prose Poem: An International Journal is produced by 
The Berkeley Electronic Press (bepress) 
for the Providence College Digital Commons. 
http://digitalcommons.providence.edu/prosepoems/ 
THE PROSE POEM: 
AN INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL 
 
Volume 1 | 1992 




THE NEXT MORNING 
"I'm going to pieces," Rodin said one sunny morning getting 
out of bed. "I've been bitten by miniscule monsters. And the 
giant eye that swirls in the fluid, what of it?" 
The silence descended and he began to chew softly the air 
above his head until he made a space large enough to slip his 
body into. Which is how I found him when I came in. 
"What are you doing without your spacesuit?" I asked. 
